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Dwennon adjusted his hat as he looked in the mirror.

Was it maybe a little too bright? Or perhaps a shade too pink?

He couldn’t tell. Though he could see the pink reflected well on his light skin and dark hair.

Plus, it brought attention to his hard, square, manly jaw and muscular body.

He turned this way and that, admiring his blurry reflection in the flickering candlelight, wishing for a mirror with a clearer reflection.

The pink hat looked good on him, but did that mean he should wear it?

He dipped a piece of stale bread into his cup of watered wine and looked at the hat again as he chewed.

Was the colour sufficiently stunning? Did he need to add some jewels or feathers to spruce it up a bit?

Or maybe tone it down - he was wearing a bright orange tunic after all.

It wouldn’t do his career any good to outshine Prince Indulf in his own Court. The trick was to stay just enough ahead of the rest of them.

He turned, lip curling, to look at the pile of clothing he’d thrown on the flagstone floor.

It really didn’t help that someone or something had sneaked into his room, gone into his clothing press and torn up his clothing.

It could, of course, be repaired.

But that would mean starting a new fashion for shorter, slimmer tunics and he wasn’t entirely sure the Court was ready for that.

He leapt over the pile of tunics he’d discarded on the floor and threw himself onto the bed.

It wasn’t fair.

He’d been sent to Court, to find a compliant rich Lady to marry. Her money would shore up the family fortunes, and he would hopefully live in peace and quiet in a small corner of the family seat for the rest of his life.

Becoming the talk of the Court for his flamboyant clothing style had not been part of that plan.

Admittedly, as the third son of a minor noble, he had very little to commend himself to the rich Ladies of the Court.
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